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FULL and TRUE ACCOUNT 
OF AN 


Horrid and Barbarous Ro BBER Y, com- 
mitted on Epping-Foreſt, upon the Body 
of the Cambridge Coach. 


"EEE EAR Manrin n dear Scholar, 
D Brother, Friend; _ 
) And Words of like Im portance without 
End; 
This comes to tell you, how in Epping Hundred, 
Laſt Medneſday Morning I was robb'd and plunder d. 
Forgive the Muſe, who ſings what I ſuppoſe 
Fame has already trumpetted in Proſe; 
But Fame's a lying Jade: The turn of Fate 
Let poor Melpomene herſelf relate: 
Spare the fad Nymph a vacant Hour's Relief, 
To rhyme away the Remnants of her Grief. 

IN | B | On 


ww 

On Tueſday Night,you know with how much Sorrow 
I bid the Club farewell I go To-morrow -—- 
To-morrow came, and ſo accordingly 
Unto the place of Rendezvous went J. 
Bull was the Houſe, and Biſhopgate the Street, 
The Coach as full as it could cram; to wit, 
Two Fellow-Commoners De Aula Trin. 
And eke an honeſt Bricklayer of Lynn, 
And eke two Norfolk Dames, his Wife and Couſin, 
And eke my Worſhip's ſelf made half a dozen. 


Now then, as Fortune had contriv'd, our Way 
Thro the wild Brakes of Epping-Foreſt lay: 

With Travellers and Trunks a hugeous Load, 

We hagg'd along the ſolitary Road; 

Where nought but Thickets within Thickets grew, 
No Houſe nor Barn to chear the wand'ring View; 
Nor lab'ririg Hind, nor Shepherd did appear, 
Nor Sportſman with his Dog or Gun was there; 

A dreary Landſcape, buſhy and forlorn, 

Where Rogues ſtart up like Muſhrooms'in a Morn. 


However, ſince we, none of us, had yet 
Such Rogues, but in a Seſſions Paper, met, 


We 


L#] 
We jok d on Fear; tho as we paſt along, 
Robbing was ſtill the Burden of the Song. 
With untry'd Courage bravely we repell'd, 
The rude Attacks of Dogs---not yet beheld. 
With vab'rous Talk ſtill battling, till at laſt 
We thought all Danger was as good as paſt. 
Says one, too ſoon alas! now let him come, 


Full at his Head III fling this Bottle of Rum. 


Scarce had he ſpoken, when the Brickman's Wife 
Cry d out, Good Lord! he's here, upon my Life. 
Forth from behind the Wheels the Villain came; 
And ſwore ſuch Words as I dare hardly name; 

But you'll ſuppoſe them, Brother, not to drop 
From me, but him; G----d D----n ye Coachman, ſtop. 

Your Money, Z- ds, deliver me your Money, 

Quick, D----n ye, quick; mult I ſtay waiting on ye? 

Quick, or I'll ſend --—- (and nearer ſtill he rode) 

A Brace of Balls amongſt ye all, by. 


I leave you, Sir, to judge your ſelf what Plight 
We all were put in, by this curſed Wight. 
The trembling Females into Labour fell; 
Big with the iudden Fear, they Pout, they Swell, 
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And ſoon deliver'd by his horrid Curſes, 

Brought forth two Strange and Præternatural Purſes: 
That look'd indeed like Purſes made of Leather; 
But let the ſweet-tongu'd * * * fay whether 

A common Purſe could poſſibly conceal 


_—— Halt-crowns, and Halt-pence * piece meal 


The Youth who flung the Bottle at the Knave 
Before he came, now thought it beſt to wave 
Such Reſolution, and preſerve the Liquor, 
Since a round Guinea might be thrown much quicker ; 
So with impetuous Haſte he flung him that, 
Which the ſharp Raſcal parried with his Hart. 
His right-hand Man, a Brother of our Quill, 
Prudently choſe to ſhew his own good Will 
By the ſame Token, and without much Scruple 
Made the Red-rugg'd Collector's Income dup le. 


My Heart - for Truth I always muſt confeſs ---- 
Did ſink an Inch exattly ---- more or leſs. 
With both my Eyes I view'd the Thief s Approach; 
And read the Caſe of --- Piſtol verſur Coach. 
A woful Caſe which I had oft heard quoted; 
But ne er before in all my Practice noted. 


Wi, = 
So when the Lawyers brought in their Report, 
Guinea per Chriſtian to be paid in Court: 
Well off, thinks 1, with this ſame Son of a Whore: 
If he prefers his Action for no more. 


No more! why hang him, is not that too much, 
To pay a Guinea for his vile High-Dutch ? 
"Tis true, he has us here upon the hank, 
With Action ſtrong; and {wears to it point blank: 
Yet why reſign the yellow One Pound One? 
No, tax his Bill, and give him Silver, John. 
So faid, ſo done, and putting Fiſt to Fob 
I flung th' apparent value of the Job, 
An Ounce of Silver into his Receiver, 
And mark'd the Iſſue of the Rogue's Behaviour. 


He like a thankleſs Wretch that's overpaid, 
Reſents, forſooth, th' Affront upon his Trade; 
And treats my Kindneſs with a - this won't do, 
Look ye here, Sir, I muſt ha' Gold from you. 
To this Demand of the ungrateful Cur, 
Defendant John thought proper to demurr. 
The Bricklayer j oyning in the White Opinion, 
Tender'd five Shillings to Diana's Minion; 
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Who ſtill kept threatning to pervade his Buff, 
Becauſe the Payment was not prompt enough: 


Before the Women with their Purſes each 
Had Strength to place Contents within his reach; 
One of his Pieces falling downwards, drew | 
The Rogue's Attention hungrily thereto: 
Straight he began to damn the Charioteer, 
Come down ye Dog, reach me that Guinea there. 
Down jumps th affrighted Coachman on the Sand, 
Picks up the Gold, and puts it in his Hand: 
Miſſing a rare Occaſion, tim'rous Daſtard, 
To ſeize his Piſtol, and diſmount the Baſtard. 


Now while in deep and ſerious Ponderment 
I watch'd the Motions of his next Intent, 
He wheel'd about, as one full bent to try, 
The Matter in Diſpute 'twixt him and I; 

And how my Silver Sentiments would hold, 
Againſt that hard Dilemma, Balls or Gold. 

No Help! ſaid I, No Tachygraphic Pow'r, 

To interpoſe in this unequal Hour! 

I doubt I muſt reſign— there's no defending 
The Caule againſt that murderous Fire-Engine. 


When 


LE: 

When lo! deſcending to her Champion's Aid 
The Goddeſs S HoRT-HAN n, bright Celeſtial Maid, 
Clad in a letter'd Veſt of ſilver Hue, 

Wrought by her fav'rite Py £3 x's Hand, the flew, 
Th unfolded Surface fell exactly neat, 

In juſt Proportions o'er her Shape compleat; 
Diſtinct with Lines of purer flaming White, 
Tranſparent Work, Intelligibly bright - 

Form'd to give Pleaſure to th' ingenuous Mind, 
But puzzle and confound the ftupid Hind. 


Soon as the Wretch the Sacred Writing ſpy'd, 
What Conjuration-Sight is this, he cry d! 
My Eyes mean-while the Heav'nly Viſion clear d, 
It ſhew'd how all his helliſh Look appear d. 
(Heav'n ſhield all Travellers from foul Diſgrace, 
As I faw Tyburn in the Ruffian's Face; 
And if aright I judge of human Mien, 
His Face ere long in 7yburn will be ſeen.) _ 
The Hoſtile Blaze ſoon ſeiz d his miſcreant Blood, 
He ſtar d ----turn'd ſhort-—and fled into the Wood. 


Danger diſmiſt; the gentle Goddeſs ſmil d, 
Like a fond Parent o'er her fearful Child; 


* 
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And thus began to drive the dire Surprize 
Forth from my anxious Breaſt, in jocund wiſe. 
My Son, faid ſhe, this Fellow is no Weſton, 
No Adverſary, Child, to make a Jeſt on. 
With Ink Sulphureous, upon Human Skin 
He writes, indenting horrid Marks therein; 
But · thou haſt read his Fate ---- the halter d Slave 
Shall quickly ſing his Penitential Stave. 5 


Purſue thy Rout; but when thou tak'ſt another, - 
Beſtride ſome generous Quadruped or other. 
Let this enchanted Vehicle confine, 
From this Time forth, no Votaries of mine: 
Let me no more ſee honeſt Short-hand Men 
Coop'd up in Wood, like Poultry in a Pen. 
And at 7rin Coll. when cer thou art enlarging 
On Epping- Foreſt, note this in the Margin: 
Let Cambridge Scholars that are not quite bare, 
« Shun the diſhoneſt Track, and ride thro' Ware. 


Adieu! my Son · reſume thy wonted Jokes; 
And write Account hereof to Martin Folkes. 
This faid, ſhe mounts-—- The Characters divine 
Thro' the bright Path immenſely brilliant ſhine. 

| | Now 
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Now fafe arrivd - firſt for my Boots I wrote ä 3 


I tell the Story · and ſubjoyn the Note ---- E- 
And laſtly, to fulfill the dread Commands, 2 
Theſe haſty Lines preſume to kiſs your Hands. = 
Excuſe the tedious Tale of a Diſaſter, . 
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